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explained, with much emotion, how my speech had
put him in mind of the speech the Liberal member
had made at his first adoption meeting eighteen years
ago. A miner from Frampton Cotterell was wringing
my hand. Mr. Randall, the Secretary of the Boot
and Shoe Union, who was to be honorary agent for
the Election, was patiently thinking aloud his
impromptu plans for the next few days. My wife
was in a corner surrounded by women. A reporter
was licking the point of his pencil in anticipation of
a statement by the candidate. Jack Wilkins was
shouting, " That's all right, boy; we'll be with you."
A confused uproar filled the room. Everybody
seemed to be talking at once. The Election of 1924
had begun.
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